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Christmas in Lorraine, New Year in Perigord
[3rd January, 1940]
CHRISTMAS DAY I spent' with the British
troops, amidst scenery that would have
brought joy to the heart of Dickens, No
English countryside could have presented a more
perfect Christmas setting than did this year the part
of Eastern France where our allies are living.
A white mist swathed our countryside and clothed
'it in mystery. One could see for hardly more
than fifty yards, but each narrow circle of vision
was a fairyland* Every tree and frost-covered bush
was a cluster of glittering coral Even the barbed
wire, monstrosity touched by some fairy from
Shakespeare, was sheathed in white and for the
moment the silver tinsel that glistens from the
branches of the Christmas Tree. In the evacuated
villages the snow had brought the dead houses back
to life. Two laurels in front of an empty inn,
powdered with luminous crystal, were sprigs of
diamonds. Each garden shrubbery became a cradle,
every forest glade a church of white marble. On the
roads, French and English soldiers, invigorated by
the cold, slithered over the thin coating of ice and
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